WESSEX TALES

There was at this time but one county paper, and
that her husband only occasionally borrowed. But
old-fashioned days had old-fashioned means, and
news was extensively conveyed by word of mouth
from market to market, or from fair to fair, so that,
whenever such an event as an execution was about
to take place, few within a radius of twenty miles
were ignorant of the coming sight; and, so far as
Holmstoke was concerned, some enthusiasts had been
known to walk all the way to Casterbridge and back
in one day, solely to witness the spectacle. The next
assizes were in March; and when Gertrude Lodge
heard that they had been held, she inquired stealthily
at the inn as to the result, as soon as she could find
opportunity.

She was, however, too late. The time at which
the sentences were to be carried out had arrived, and
to make the journey and obtain admission at such
short notice required at least her husband's assistance.
She dared not tell him, for she had found by delicate
experiment that these smouldering village beliefs
made him furious if mentioned, partly because he half
entertained them himself. It was therefore necessary
to wait for another opportunity.

Her determination received a fillip from learning
that two epileptic children had attended from this
very village of Holmstoke many years before with
beneficial results, though the experiment had been
strongly condemned by the neighbouring clergy.
April, May, June, passed ; and it is no overstatement
to say that by the end of the last-named month
Gertrude well-nigh longed for the death of a fellow-
creature. Instead of her formal prayers each night,
her unconscious prayer was, *O Lord, hang some
guilty or innocent person soon!*

This time she made earlier inquiries, and was
altogether more systematic in her proceedings. More-
over, the season was summer, between the haymaking
and the harvest, and in the leisure thus afforded him
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